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Author's Notes: 
DISCLAIMER: This is my first time writing for Poison so | hope this does its justice! 


This was inspired by a [97] interview with CC regarding him overcoming his cocaine addiction and rejoining 


Poison This passage in particular is what sparked my interest: 


1 went through a time in my life where my pride combined with being a prima donna gave me no depth | was 
blaming everyone for my own problems. | was getting mad at Poison because | wasn't getting recognized as a guitar 
player or whatever, | felt | was getting the short end of the stick. | always blamed it on Poison. | was upset 
because they were lazy and they weren't | was miserable. | wanted fo go solo, | wanted to prove..but when | think 
back what I really wanted was to be in a band that didn’t mind me doing drugs. | hadnt even thought about joining 
the band again until recently. About two years ago, | was still in the middle of getting high and they said, "Why 
dont you come back?" They all came to the house. | said | wanted to stop but I can't, | wasnt ready to stop and I 
knew | couldnt be productive with this habit. But it was the beginning of me saying, '! have to change." It happened 
very slowly. But not much affer that | went fo my mom and dad's." 


For those of you who aren't familiar with my writing, | tend to dive into heavy, raw topics, much of which I've 
experienced myself. Mental health and addiction are my two main go-to's..and the more I've learned about CC's 


recovery journey from interviews, articles, and videos such as Behind the Music, the more intrigued I've 


gotten to experiment with his character during such a dark period in his life. He's brutally honest about his 
struggles and isn't scared to share them, and | think that is a very important quality to have, especially in a 
world where topics like this are often labelled as "taboo" and "uncomfortable". 


Long story short, after reading this particular article, | began to wonder how the "meeting" between CC and 
Poison at his house went. How productive could it have been with CC being in the midst of his drug addiction? 
What were the others reactions to seeing CC in the physical and mental state he was in? When CC admitted to 
them that he couldn't stop doing drugs, what was the outcome? Well.thats why I'm here with this. | wanted to 
write it myself. 


So, there ya have it. Please know that | try my hardest to stick to real life timelines and keep events as 
accurate as possible..as well as personalities and mannerisms. (It's something | get very adamant about when | 
writel) | researched as much as | was able about CC's addiction and pulled from what | learned that stuck out 
to me. | will attach some background information and references in the ending notes so look out for those if 


you're interested! 
Enjoy! 
PS: To read the full |997 interview, here's the link! http://tinyurlcom/4vushx Tc 


PPS: Comments and feedback are always welcome, so feel free to drop me a note below.|'m always open to 


answering questions and love hearing your thoughts! 


Late July 93 


The moment that | shut my front door and watch my dealer drive away through my small peephole, a wave 


of pure relef washes through my entire body. 


| slowly move my gaze towards the small baggie of white, magical, powder in my hand, while my lips curl into a 


small, almost menacing , smirk. 
Its about time.. 


Once | do a quick scan of my surroundings to make sure all my blinds are shut and all doors are locked, | move 
into my kitchen to drop the baggie onto my table. | rub my hands together, while feeling myself beginning to 
salivate, yet cringe, at the sight below me. 


The bag of cocaine can hardly be distinguished in the mess that's layered onto the kitchen table. It's 
completely heaping in a load of junk , and if l'm being honest, | don't know where half of the shit on there even 
came from.. heaping piles of unread mail, dirty dishes and utensils with half eaten food stuck to them, bugs 
crawling along the table surface.. 


The true epitome of glam. 

Intertwined between the dismantled crap on the table are unlabeled, opened bottles of booze. | wish | could tell 
ya what drinks are in those bottles but the truth is that I'm usually too blacked out for most of the day to 
pay attention, and | could really care less. As long as it gets the job done, I'll drink it. 


Ill take anything 


Crumpled up pieces of paper are scattered across the cracked, tiled floor, along with random burn marks on 


my living room carpet that | don't remember making, but that's really not a surprise. 
Its not lke | remember much of anything these days 


The longer | attempt to keep my focus on the confines of my glamorous living space, the more it hits me that 
| live in a fuckin’ pile of shit My house is a dump. 


Its a dump, but its my dump.. My pile of shit 

My sate haven 

With an unclear mind and the disorienting antsiness within, | begin carelessly pushing items off my table to 
make room for what's really important, which only further enhances the trash -like quality of life I'm living, 
but | can give two shits. 

This is what Ive been waiting for..ts the only part of living that's worth it right now. 

As | prepare myself for the high I'm so desperately craving, two distinct thoughts run through my head, 


Sometimes, | miss the way things were. 


And, sometimes, | ask myself how things got this way. 


A short while later.. 


Within a second, after | snort the remaining white powder on my messy kitchen table, | feel my eyes threaten 
to droop shut but | force them to stay wide open. A sharp pounding in my head mixed with a chill, abrupt 
shiver jolts me back to reality and before | know it, I'm latching onto the rim of the table to lift myself to 
standing. 


On wobbly legs and unsteady feet, | do my best to maneuver myself through my house and into the living 
room. The mere thought of how low my life has deteriorated into just sends hopeless apathy through my 


veins. A normal person would see something wrong but this is normal. 
This is my life. 
Can't do anything about it 


Why would |? 


Life would be nothing without the drugs. lm not capable of anything without the drugs. Do you get that?! 
The only way | can sit down and write lyrics is when | snort a line or two. The best sex | have happens when 
I'm completely fucked up. That's just how it is. 


If | wasn’t using like | am now, there would be nothing for me to show for myself. There would be absolutely 
no endearing qualities inside of me to share with anyone. No drive or talent for me to spew out into the 


world. There would be no guitar playing..no songwriting..no partying..no creativity.. There would be no purpose . 


The coke is what brings all the passion out; the excitement. The fulfillment. Yet, at the same time, this logic 
is almost laughable because when | could be doing productive things, I've chosen to imprison myself in this 


damn house. 
Just fo sink into this hole | created for myself. 


It's me and the drugs. It's me and my own insanity. The misery and the apathy. The hopelessness and 
the confusion. The disorientation and discombobulation I'm surrounded by. The manipulative, 
psychotic games that my own mind is playing with me. 


Yet, | can't change. 
| cant try something different. 


Yat know, it's such a mind fuck.. The way | think everything is completely in control sometimes. Some moments 
I'm certain that | can go on fine the way | am, but then sometimes this odd flip switches, but it only switches 


for a split second. 


It switches and a moment passes where I'm reminded of how much my life is failing because of what I'm 

doing. | start to think about Poison and how that unraveled, but that's not my fuckin' fault! That's a 
completely different story..But, then | think about Needle Park and how that band had potential to go places but 
ended up deteriorating too. | think about how reality is smacking me in the face more and more each day, that 
| cant function as a guy in a band. | can't make clear decisions, and | don't know what's going on half the time 
anymore. And, then | start to wonder if the way l'm living really s truly worth the hype I blabber on to 
myself about. 


Is it worth it only to feel yourself going absolutely insane? Is it worth it when ya' start to hear imaginary 
voices all around ya' and become convinced that people are in your damn house while it's all in your fuckin’ 
head? ls it worth it even after ya' find yourself curled up in a fetal position in the corner of your house 
wanting to screech because ya' can't tell what's real or not anymore? Is it shll worth it when you begin 


pondering over if death is the better option than succumbing to pulling yourself outta the gutta’? 


The flip switches and | see myself in cold harsh light. The reality of what my life has become shines over me 
like the shadow of the Grim Reaper and I'm suddenly convinced that death is calling for me.. That if | don't stop 
what l'm doing, itll be the end of my time here on this planet. 


But then it disappears. 

Death isn’t scary. 

Giving up my crutch Letting go of this Ife Ine .. Thats what's scary. 

Dying here would be easier than to continue on like this. 

All of this goes through my head on the daily but it's quickly overshadowed by the drug's effects that distort 
my sense of reality and suck me into a psychosis-induced dreamland. The voices begin creeping up and my 
heart starts racing faster than a bullet train on the tracks. The anxiety and jitters eat at me as does the 
sensation of wanting to crawl out of my body and rip my skin off. The feeling of bugs on my skin gets so 


intense that sometimes | succumb to my own insanity and start clawing at myself. 


And all of this happens in my own lonesome. Trapped in the darkness and eeriness of my own terror. My own 


self-inflicted imprisonment. 

This house l'm locked in used to be the life of the party. This was where | would have a ton of random people 
show up and once | opened the doors, no one would remember a fuckin’ thing! It was insanity , but a good kind 
of insane. 


Now..Alll of those positive feelings that were once connected to this place are gone. Evaporated. Disspated 


The partying phase is long gone and so is the excitement and adrenaline that would constantly seep out of this 


house. Its nota fuckin house. Its nota social hangout. Its not where anyone should want to be. 
It's a prison 
Sure, ya' look out the window and ya get a full view of Hollywood from the top of this house on the hill but 


what the hell does that matter when all that's in here now are remnants of my own insanity? What ya’ see 


on the outside is a far stretch from what actually goes on here..but no one would know, would they? 


What used to be a house of whores is now a house of horrors. A house of horrors, secrecy, and nihilism. 
Horrors as in the games l'm sucked into by my own destructive behaviors, secrecy as in the manner by which 
| use, and nihilism.. The idea and belief that nothing in the world exists or matters anymore. A state of 

pure apathy and emptiness. 

Its a state of being proverbially trapped in the gutter , as far down as it's possible to go.. And now, staying 
stuck in this state of physical imprisonment combined with the constant chemically-induced distortion is what 
I've succumbed to. 

Losing my mind | 

As my train of thoughts rapidly unravel in an erratically disorganized manner, | find myself crawling into the 
nearest bathroom in the house. With uncontrollable trembling hands and a lightning speed heartbeat, | latch 
onto the end of the counter and peek at myself in the streak-filled mirror, one that hasn't been touched or 


cleaned in months... easily. 


The split second glance at my own reflection twists my insides up as the monster staring back at me grins 


psychotically. 
Most of the time | don't give a shit and could care less about what | look like. | even convince myself l'm 


still fuckable , but moments like right now just remind me that | look like shit.. and that if anyone pictured 
someone locked in their house rotting in their own body for years that fhis is probably what their visuals are. 


Hollowed out cheeks. 

Deep dark circles 

Dried, cracked lps. 

Sunken-in eyes 

Smeared eyeliner and lipstick 

Unwashed hair sticking up in every direction possible. 
Rail thin arms 

Bony chest. 


Near translucent-colored skin 


In a fully coke-induced disorientation, | let out a maniacal laugh as | stare at myself with more intensity, 


internally swearing at the reflection as | watch the visual ebb and flow into something way more grotesque. 


The harder | stare, the more discombobulated everything surrounding me becomes. Waves and spirals flood 
my point of focus while sickening yet stimulating vibrating sensations overtake my body, leading to involuntary 
twitches through every muscle fiber. 


The intensity of the zaps and sparks send jolts of electricity up my spine as | continue keeping my uneven gaze 
locked on my deteriorating reflection With every moment that passes, the devilish smirk spread across my 
face widens, while the all-consuming turbulence I'm swimming in strengthens. 


What a fucked up life we live. 
This is what its come fo, hasn't it? 


Through my screwed up imaginary conversation with the monster in the mirror, | could swear | hear a vague 
knocking coming from a distance. | immediately jump as | feel every single one of my muscles stiffen with 
abrupt jitters, sending me into an internally panicked state. My eyes bug out as | hesitantly pull myself away 
from the bathroom mirror only to stumble and land face first on the ground outside of the room. 


"Goddammit..." 


| press my face harder onto the ground as | let out a slurred, pathetic groan but somehow build up the 
strength to lift myself back up. As my vision settles, the knocking only intensifies. The pulsations of the 
sound feels like someone is taking knives and stabbing my temples right now. | scrunch my face up as | drag 
my body on over to my kitchen again, immediately succumbing to physical collapse onto my table, knocking 


over remnants of paraphernalia in the process. 


Everything goes black for a few seconds until | snap myself back, only to be met with the progressively louder 
knocking all over again. At this point my patience is almost completely depleted, yet | have no drive to go on 


over and open the damn door. 


If they really wanted to talk to me, they would have broken in already. Everyone should know if CC Deville isn't 
fighting back that he's not interested They can find better use of their time. | don’t need them- 


Ring. Ring 
My thoughts are abruptly cut short by the sound of my telephone blaring and my immediate impulse is to rip 
the thing off my wall and fling it across the kitchen, but | don't. Instead, | clench my fists and attempt to take 


a breath, before closing my eyes, grabbing the phone off the holder and screeching into the receiver like a 


maniac. 


" Whadda ya want?!" 


My words come out incoherent but | can give two shits right now. I'm in no state to have a conversation with 


anyone and quite frankly, | don't feel like it. 
Just leave me alone. 
Let me sulk here in my misery. 


Fuck off! 


To my surprise, the voice on the other end of the line doesn't budge like | hoped it would, and once | hear 


the familar tone, my stomach clenches sending a wave of frustration and nausea through my body. 
Remorse 

Regret 

Betrayal 


"We know you're in the house, CC!" Bret's distinct obnoxious voice rumbles through the phone speaker, giving 


me the sensation of scissors on a chalkboard. "Open the fuckin’ door! We're here to falk-" 


Oh thats hysterical! Here to talk! Maybe ya should have thought about that the moment you decided to fuckin’ 
FIRE ME! 


‘Oh what bullshit! Go somewhere else would ya?! Like you actually want to be here right now. Quit foolin’ 


yourself!" 
Without a second to spare, | slam the receiver back in the holder, abruptly enough to make my own walls 
shake like an earthquake. My entire body trembles in aggravation along with it as | squeeze my eyes shut and 


hold my head in my hands, letting it rest on my dismantled kitchen table again. 


To my dismay, it only takes a moment for the ringing to start over and without even touching the damn phone 


I'm already screeching. 
" Fuck of fl" 


Fighting the urges to slam my fist into the wall, | once again, rip the receiver outta the holder and put it 
against my ear like a psychopath. My body is shaking with disorienting vexation 


" What 2!" 


There is a second's pause as muffled shuffling is heard through the line, giving me the sensation of vibrations 
rumbling in my ears, leading me to involuntarily shiver. | begin immediately scratching my rat's nest of white- 
blonde knotted hair to ease the jitters but no comfort is coming out of it. 


"We just wanna talk, dude," Bret's voice comes through the line again, but this time he sounds 


uncharacteristically calmer.. Dare | say genuine? "Come on, man..Just let us in, would ya?" 


My eyes narrow in suspicion at the request and | can't help but question the culprit directly. With hesitation 
and bitterness in my voice, | spit out the inquiry. "And why would | do that?" 


Affer all the shit you gave me, what makes you think Id willingly let you in here?! And you call me the delusional 
one?! Set your mind straight- 


"CC, please." 
My eyes widen at the please that comes out of Bret's mouth and a sick smirk suddenly forms on my lips. 
Damn, he must be so fuckin’ desperate. 


For once in my life, | stay silent and part of that is because l'm curious what reaction it'll provoke..and to my 
surprise, there is none. Silence follows on the other line. Well, that is until the persistent and very obnoxious 


knocking on my front door starts all over again. 


| just want to scream for everyone to get away and leave me alone but now it seems like there's no point 
since they haven't given up yet. Some part of me finds sick satisfaction in it..The fact that I'm 
actually wanted for some reason. What reason? Who knows, but it almost feels good . 


They never wanted you in the damn band in the first place but you made it pretty damn clear that you had what 
they needed fo succeed, didnt you?! Yeah, and they saw that and let you in but then what happened? Fights 
started immediately over your overbearing and brash attitude but thats their own damn fault! They didnt want 
fo hear what you ever had to say! You always felt like an outsider in that band, just say it! You knew you had 
talent but it wasn't getting recognized, and that was fucked up! Everything going wrong ended up being your fault 
even while the others were getting fucked up just as badly as youl But nooo..CC’s a damn trainwreck! CC can't be 
responsible! CC's heart isnt in it! CC this. CC that! Blah, blah, blah! They should know that when you left you 
would go on to bigger and better things.. They shouldnt be showing up at your door years later asking to "falk"..as if 
this is their screwed up way of trying to say they need you- 


You dont NEED them! You don’t need ANYBODY! 


And they don't need me! Bret made that pretty damn clear when he kicked my ass after the VMA‘s..and | 
swore to him that | would never speak to him again, but | guess there's been some fucked up change of heart 
or whatever ya wanna call it..Still, | call bullshit. | can't fuckin trust this right now, yet there's this sick part 
of me thats curious .. Do they actually want to talk to me? And if they do.. why? 


After all this hme? Why now? 


In my disoriented state of mixed emotions, | sway on over to my front door and tiptoe to look into my 
peephole. The second | make eye contact with the three members of my now abandoned band, a chill shoots 
through my body. |, however, succumb, push away my pride, and maneuver my door open regardless of my 


inner gut feelings. 
Its the moment that my face is exposed to the bright sunlight of the outside when | nearly choke, but my 
body's reaction to fresh air after being locked up here for ages can't compare to the expressions pasted on 


each of my former bandmates faces. 


Although my vision isn't completely clear right now, what | see is enough to induce a sickening sensation 


of guilt through my stomach. 

There, in the crack of my door separating the outside to inside, stand Bret, Bobby, and Rikki. All three of them 
are just staring at me, with this intense sickening pity in their eyes. This disgustingly strong concern ...They look 
like they're trying to say man, CC..what the hell happened to your" 

And | can't even tell myself I'm surprised. 

How can | be when | know exactly what | look like? | know exactly what they're seeing. 

lm a lunatic . 

Neglecting to bother with a greeting, | stay silent and release the door from my grip, only to watch Bret latch 


onto it, while letting himself inside my dump of a house. The others quickly follow, continuing the awkward 


and uncharacteristic silence. 


"CC," Rikki locks eyes with me as he plays with his hands out of nervousness. "Why don't you come back?" 


There is silence as | stand, stiff against my living room wall, while the others are seated casually on my 


grungy, messy floor. 
"That's funny you would ask that" 


My response is curt and bitter, almost as strong as the resentment | feel inside, but my inner restraint soon 


fails and | begin running my mouth anyway. 


"Especially after what went down two years ago! Ya' know, | said | was never gonna come face to face with 


any of you guys again. Did ya know that?! | knew what | was doin’ when | walked out and | thought you did 


too! Obviously you did if you had your damn mind set on kicking my fuckin’ ass! For what? Oh, that's right... 
| laugh with sarcasm as | widen my eyes elaborately while throwing my arms in the air, "Being irresponsible... 


Erratic..A mess!" 


| shake my head while fighting the urge to screech as | lock eyes with the three on my floor. There is 


nothing but dead silence from them as | continue running my mouth uncontrollably. 


"Yeah, | am a fuckin’ mess but that's who | am! But you three didn't like that, so ya kicked my ass and went 
on! Not to mention, all the while, you were gettin’ just as fucked up as | was!" | huff and roll my eyes, feeling 
my head pound more with every word | spew out. “Alright, that's fine. It's all fine, and it's clearly fine for 
you guys too! You found someone new didn't ya?! Why isn't he here-" 


"Well, CC," Rikki narrows his eyes with a look of discomfort and exchanges glances with Bobby and Bret before 


gazing back at me, "You see, that's kinda why we're here-" 


"Oh, don’t tell me he's gone too!" An expression of dismay spreads across my face while | snicker with 
bitterness. | internally snarl. "You seemed to be doing just fine with the new guy but now it's a problem-" 


Its been a problem, man!" Bret pipes up and every time | hear his voice | have to hold myself back from 
tellin’ him to shut his mouth. And if I'm being completely honest, he looks like he's trying to restrain himself 
just as hard. "Sure, things were alright at the beginning but." 


He quickly eyes Rikki, who shoots him an uneasy expression with a forced snicker. My body only gets stiffer 
the longer that | stay against my wall, listening to the elaborate bullshit 


"Things went to shit and now we're left without someone," Rikki turns to me with the same look of discomfort 


but there's a level of longing in his eyes as he looks at me. "And we miss ya-" 
Mss me?! Yeah..right. 


"He's not lying," Bobby glances at Rikki with a similar nervous expression before locking eyes with me. He 
shakes his head. "I know there's been a lot of chaos and fights man, but Poison just isn't the same without 


you" 


"Oh, well ya' guys didn't think of that when ya' kicked my ass out of the band years ago now, did ya?!" | raise 
my voice and abruptly widen my eyes as | scratch my head venomously. " No, but now you're comin’ to your 
senses, eh? Too late." | shake my head and let out a dry laugh. "Ya know | have my own shit to tend to so 


its funny that ya' would even think of comin’ here-" 


"CC," Bret sighs and clasps his hands together, as slight impatience seeps out of his body. "We didn't come 
here to fight-" 


‘Oh, you didnt?" | feign surprise with sarcasm-tinted words. "Well that's a first for you isn't it? Congrat-a- 
tuckin-lations!" 


| release my hand from my hair and proceed to flail both in the air erratically, earning distraught expressions 
from the three on my begrimed carpet. | almost want to laugh, because after all of this fuckin’ 
time, now they decide to try to make things good- 


"Look, man," Bret shakes his head and leans in closer to me from his seated position, as Bobby and Rikki do the 
same. "I just wanna have a normal conversation, alright? We've been thinkin’ this over for a while..| know we 
constantly kick each other's ass but that's what brothers do isn't it? They hate each other for one minute 
and make up the next. Sometimes they beat the hell outta each other!" He laughs with a tone of nostalgia. 
"You're part of this family and if you want to come back, we'd be more than happy-" 


"That's funny X 


| spit the last word out with bitterness as | turn my head away from the three of them, only to take in the 
messy destruction that l'm forcing myself to live in A sudden, sickening realization hits me, and when | turn 


back to the guys, | laugh with sadism. 


"Do | look like l'm in any state to be in a band?" | shake my head and cackle, as | overtly look around my living 


room with devilish amusement. "I can barely function living here and I'm not even venturing out.” 


Apathy breaks through the sarcasm and a disoriented rare sense of grief begins weighing down on my chest. 


Darkness clouds my mind while my body wavers in place. 


"CC," Bobby leans his head in closer to me as | back my body harder against my wall, attempting to maintain 
my balance. "If | was able to get my shit together, so can you-" 


Rikki nods his head quickly with a smile. "He's right, man..Bobby was a wreck but he went to rehab and cleaned 


up, and look at him now!" 


A chill shoots up my spine as | watch the two exchange fist bumps with genuine grins of contentment; the 
absolute opposite of anything I've been feeling for the past god knows how many months. 


There is a moment of silence as | struggle to comprehend the words from the guys, feeling my steadiness 
weaken as my body pushes harder against my wall. My heart is racing and palpitating through my temples, 


while my concentration continues to undulate. 
"I can't stop," | shake my head with a pathetic, hopeless smirk on my face, but a jumbled discombobulation of 
raw emotions are swimming through my insides, only enhancing my loss of touch with reality. "Can't stop..Not 


ready...” 


Sometimes | want to stop. Sometimes | wish | could stop but | just can't do if, and Im not ready to.. 


| close my eyes and grin, but | feel myself breaking apart on the inside; the ever-durable mask 


of cockiness and pride is chipping away just from saying that one sentence. 
"If you'd let us in, we could help you stop..." 


There is a prominent layer of sadness in Rikki's voice as he exchanges worried glances with Bret and Bobby 


who both nod in agreement. The support they're trying to give me only makes me feel worse. 


"I know what it feels like, CC," Bobby nods his head with empathetic eyes and a bittersweet smile. "It ain't easy 
but all the hell is worth it in the end..and | never thought | would ever be sayin’ that” 


Dont say ya’ get if, man, cause ya' donf! You straightened yourself out. That's great but whose decision was 
that? Did you choose or were ya’ forced into it?! Whatever the case, | guess ya' got your crap together but it's 
not the same! | can't live without the drugs. If | don't have them, | have nothing! So asking me to come back and 
straighten myself out aint gonna do ya' any good! Ya' havent thought about that have ya?! 


The tornado of my erratic, emotion-filled thought spiral sends a jolt of urgency through my body, but | do my 
absolute best to hide the vulnerability creeping up within. 


Instead, with a nonchalant, apathetic attitude, | stumble my way into my kitchen, crack open a bottle of wine, 
and proceed to take a few gulps before returning back to the living room with the half-opened bottle 
threatening to slip from my grip. | lean back against the wall and slide down to the ground, bringing my weak 
knees up to my chest and closing my eyes. 


"Get outta here," | slur with disorientation and lean my head into my knees, feeling a sharp pounding overpower 


me. "Ya' all got better crap to do..| can't come back yet. Look at me-" 
And | dont want fo come back, so leave me alone. Im doing way better things here- 


There is nothing but pure silence amongst the four of us, besides the on and off shuffling from the couch and 
the voices of my fucked up mind. 


When | lift my head up a tad to peek at the three, it's obvious that it's straight out painful for all of them to 
watch me act this way. Their cringes, although silent, speak intense volumes..maybe even more than 


my own obnoxious, boisterous voice..and that says something. 
But, | don't care. 


‘Oh, would ya' stop lookin’ at me like that.." | break the silence with incoherent slurs and an eye roll, "Get outta 


here..." 


"You know, despite our differences and what you might think, | do give a shit about you..A whole lot." Bret's 
voice holds a soft, almost hopeless sounding tone as he locks his uncharacteristic compassionate eyes on me. 
He sighs, "And seeing you like this really breaks my heart, because | know there's a really cool freakin’ person 


in there but he can't come out when you're fucked up like this." 


What youre saying is complete bullshit! If ya‘ actually cared | think we could have made shit work earlier, but it 
didn't! And | know you just want me off the drugs but for the love of fuckin’ God, | cant! | can't do it.. 


"We've beat the crap outta each other tons of times but you're still my friend, CC.." He moves his gaze to 
the ground as my own vision blurs and wavers from the mixture of cocaine and alcohol. "And, honestly, if | 
wasn't here lookin’ at you right now, | would be at home wondering if you're even alive. ‘Cause, yes, | 
actually think about you. And | have , even when we weren't around each other." 

An unsettling shiver wracks my body as | struggle to focus on Bret, even though | would rather not because 
his words are only making me want to push him and the others away even more than | already do. Once he 
lifts his head back up to face me with sad eyes, | feel a horrifying wave of nausea shoot through my stomach 
and it takes every ounce of remaining control in me to fight the urge to puke all over my carpet. 

There is yet again, another period of excruciating silence after that, with the only sounds coming from the 
noise in my head coupled with the thumping of my own heart. As the time passes, my disorientation 
increases, leading my eyes to start drooping shut. 

"Guess we gotta look for someone new, again..." 

".wish he would take us up on the offer." 

"We tried, man..He doesnt want help and he's not interested." 

‘Maybe you should talk to him again, Bobby..." 

"CC's a stubborn fuck When he has his mind made up, there's no changin’ it." 

"Yeah..but in the state he's in his mind aint working to begin with!" 

"He's handled it himself for this long..One day itll smack him in the face and he'll come to his senses..hopefully." 
Everything around me feels foggy and unreal, and | could swear | hear muffled whispering but | can't 
comprehend anything at this moment. | cant even move right now..All I'm able to do is stay curled up in this 
ball of undulating turmoil, while the guys chat amongst themselves. | have no drive..| don't have the energy 


for anything... 


I'm fuckin’ wasted.. but they're still here.. in this disgusting house of trash 


| dont understand people..Get the hell out already! 


“Alright, well." Riki's hesitant voice cuts through my discombobulated daze, leading me to snap my eyes open. 
| guess we should get goin’ then." 


Through my blurry, undulating vision, | watch the three exchange worried glances at each other before they 
nod in agreement, but the same uneasiness is written all over each of them. Slowly, one by one, they move 
into standing positions while | stay glued to the floor, because | know very well that if | tried to stand up I'd 
probably fall over. The combination of the uncontrollable jitters mixed with the sedative effects of the booze 


have me trapped in some screwed up dimension where my perception of everything is skewed beyond belief. 


| vaguely feel each of the bodies getting closer to me but it's nearly impossible for me to distinguish who is 
who at this point. | could swear someone is squeezing my shoulder and when | somehow manage to move my 


gaze over to where | feel the sensation, | recognize the golden blonde mane of hair. Bret 

He's talking but | have no clue what he's saying and it's getting progressively more challenging to keep my eyes 
open with my body upright, so | succumb to letting myself fall back on my floor. | have no fucks left in me to 
give a shit. | don't care. 

"It was good seein’ ya..Take care of yourself, brother.” 

Those last words from Bret are the only ones l'm able to latch onto, as | watch him make his way Towards my 


door to join the others, but even in the state that l'm in right now, | can still see that the pain in his eyes is 


eerily prominent..and it's real 
But maybe thats just the drugs and booze talkin’. Ya never really know anymore, do ya? 


And with that, I'm left alone, only having the voices in my head and my drugs to keep me company..Exactly the 
way it should be. 


Welcome aboard on the path to insanity. 
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**SOME ENDING NOTES ¢ REFERENCES ** 


|) CC was kicked out of Poison after the IIA VMAs due to his drug and alcohol addiction Ẹ giving a sloppy 
performance. Him and Bret Michaels ended up having a fistfight backstage which resulted in Bret firing him on 
the spot right then and there. 


2) "Needle Park" was the band that CC formed once he left Poison but, unfortunately, it quickly deteriorated 
due to his addiction worsening which led to the inability to be responsible and make clear decisions for the 
band. 


3) Poison hired guitarist Richie Kotzen to replace CC in IIA but fired him in the midst of their IIB tour, two 
years later, once they found out he was having an affair with Rikki Rocket's soon to be fiance. They needed a 
replacement to finish their tour and asked CC to fill in, but he declined They ended up replacing Richie with 
Blue Saraceno, who finished the tour with them and stayed until 199b when CC rejoined the band after getting 


clean. 
4) Bobby Dall checked himself into rehab in early 1193 for alcohol and drug addiction. 


5) In VH's Behind The Music, CC describes his old Hollywood mansion as "the house of whores that became the 


house of horrors" - in reference to how the house went from a partying palace to a drug prison 


b) Not too long after the band meeting at CC's house, CC came to his senses, realized he needed help, and 
moved back in with his parents in New York to straighten himself out. 


LINKS (if you're interested!) 
INTERVIEW: Attp://finyurlcom/4vushx Tc 


BEHIND THE MUSIC: Attps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =bf3rsarhBol 


